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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


es, after all, it is pleasant. It is 
true that the city flags are hot; that 

the restless dust is stirred into an annoying 
activity by the feet of many horses and the 
wheels of many wagons. It is true that the 
great iron buildings that face each other along 
the narrow streets store up a mighty heat which 
they radiate, seemingly very greatly increased, 
until the air between them quivers in hot little 
waves, as we used to see it quiver, when we were 
boys, over the sharp sky-line of the baked hill 
side, as we see it quiver now across the foot- 
lights of the theatre, dancing more quickly 
than the white-shod feet of the ballet-girls on 
the boards. ° All this is true enough; but, after 
all, when you come to think of it, this is pleas- 


ant weather. 
* 
# * 


For does not a faint breeze come now and 
then over the city, and bend down as it comes 
to each little park to kiss the lingering lilac 
blooms, to toy with the fluttering leaves on the 
tree-tops that lift themselves high enough to 
peer over the house-tops and see the Hudson’s 
heights on the one side, and on the other, far 
away, that thin horizon-line of intense blue that 
means the Sea? Is there not a calm, a half 
pathetic repose about the vacant up-town 
streets? And can we not sit in the tent be- 
hind the Brunswick, or in humbler places, if 
we are so minded, and be happy with water- 
ices and fortified lemonades? Of course it is 
pleasant, Summer in the city. Now, we’ve 
written it. We think it has done us some 
good. We feel better. And now we will put 
on our rubber shoes and our ulsters and our 
fur caps and go out into the snow and the slush 
and curse the wearied, way-down thermometer. 
It is Winter in the city. 

* . * 

Governor Ben Butler, of Massachusetts, must 
have astonished the natives by some of his re- 
marks in his inaugural address. The people 
of his State have been so accustomed to look 
upon their system of government as perfect, 
that it must be-a rude and cruel shock to their 





feelings to learn that their new Governor 
doesn’t think so. We can scarcely believe it 
ourselves. We always thought, in common 
with the rest of the world, that there was not 
the slightest room for improvement in any 
Massachusetts institution. The complacency 
with which the intellectual Bay State looked 
upon her immaculate self actually made other 
States stand in awe of her and feel small. 


# 
# 


* 

But the dream is over. All is changed now, 
and everything is wrong. The Board of Health, 
of Lunacy, of Charity, have been arraigned; 
the last Legislature was utterly incompetent; 
the State Militia is disgracefully inefficient; 
the prison system is bad. ‘There is no depart- 
ment that escapes censure, and, according to 
Governor Butler, the censure is deserved. We 
feel somewhat pained at these frightful ex- 
posures. Had they been made with regard to 
any other State government, we should not have 
been surprised; but in Massachusetts! Oh, 
dear! Still there is a slight drop of consolation 
in our cup of bitterness. It makes us think 
that we who are exiled in New York and those 
in other parts of the Union are not so wicked, 
after all; that corruption, injustice, fraud and 
all the political crimes in the calendar can 
flourish for years in Massachusetts, and that it 
is as human in the quality of its government as 
its neighbors. 





CELTIC CONUNDRUM. 





TIr1sH DEPOsITOR :—** I wonder wull that won soot!” 





« Amerikanische Kerls!”’ 

“Damn Dutchmen!” 

How often, dear young friends, do we hear 
these rude and offensive phrases exchanged 
upon the public streets and in the marts of 
trade! There is scarcely an occasion when 
the American and the Teutonic minds &me 
together that there is not an outburst of this 
sort. The German tells the American that he 
is a hypocritical pie-eater, and the American 
gets back on the German by various delicate 
remarks on Sauerkraut and Leberwurst. Then 
there is a discussion of the comparative merits 
of the two countries, a few casual references 
on the one side to corrupt government and 
on the other to grinding despotism, and then 
comes the remarks quoted above. 

® 


* * 

It looks like a deep-set animosity, doesn’t 
it? They would like to cut each other’s throats, 
wouldn’t they? There is absolutely no basis 
of common humanity between them, you think ? 
Oh, no, not at all! Well, now, it happens that 
one or two of those cheap foreign imitations of 





our original and only genuine Mississippi have 
overflowed and deluged a large portion of Ger- 
many. What follows? Germany turns with 
cheerful confidence to America, and says: 
“ Look here, pard, I want you to help me out.” 
And America promptly replies: ‘ Why, cert, 
cert—here you are!’? And America does it, 
too. There is no further question of “ Ameri- 
kanische Kerls” or “ Damn Dutchmen,” And 
there is a well-defined common basis of hu- 
manity. 
* 
* * 

As we have frequently remarked, the govern- 
ment of the city of New York is interesting to 
the whole country, because New York is the 
metropolis of America. It ought to be partic- 
ularly interesting now, because the new Mayor, 
Mr. Franklin Edson, if he continues as he has 
begun, will probably, by the time his term of 
office expires, bear the reputation of being the 
worst mayor that the city has ever been inflicted 
with. Everybody knew that Mr. Edson was 
Mr. Kelly’s man, but everybody did not know 
that Mr. Edson had sold himself out, body and 
soul, to the Tammany boss. 

* 


Mr. Edson, one might have’ thought, would 
have had sufficient horse-sense to have kept, at 
least for a little while, the secret of the consum- 
mation of the sale. He might, at least, at first 
have pretended to fight shy of Mr. Kelly, and 
then, when the eyes of all honest men were 
not fixed upon him, he might, by degrees, have 
carried out his contract with Mr. John Kelly. 
But no! Mayor Edson boldly admits his ob- 
ligations to his boss, and begins his official 
career by appointing men to important offices 
who can not do otherwise but disgrace them. 

Fea 


We know they will disgrace them, because 
they have disgraced them before. We know 
they will disgrace them, because the men ap- 
pointed and confirmed by our disgusting Board 
of Aldermen are Mr. John Kelly’s men, and 
no men owing allegiance to Tammany can 
possibly be fit for the positions. It is not in 
the nature of things. Ex-Mayor Grace was an 
exception to the rule, but only because he was 
an independent and honest man, and thereby 
incurred the enmity of Mr. Kelly. The City 
of New York will appreciate how good a mayor 
Mr. Grace was, when they find out how bad 
a mayor is the Man Friday Edson of Crusoe 
Kelly. 





Oh, see the girl! 

Is the girl pretty? 

Oh, yes, indeed, the girl is pretty. She is very pretty, 
and she knows it, too. 

Do all pretty girls know that they are pretty? 

Oh, no, they do not. They never know it until they 
are told so; that is why a great many homely girls think 
they are pretty. 

Which is the best way to catch a bear? 

Steal him from his position in front of the fur store. 

Is fur good for the lungs? 

Oh, yes, fur is good fur the lungs—if you wrap it 
around you, but if you swallow it, it isn’t. 

Which is the most valuable kind of fur? 

Seal-skin. When the seals kin see the hunters coming 
they try to get away. If seal-skin were not so valuable 
as to be out of the reach of all except plumbers, ice- 
men and hack-drivers, every young lady would not yearn 
for a sacque made of it. 

Is seal-skin the most popular thing out? 

It is not. When you come to the most popular thing 
out, you come against Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883, which is 
out to-day. It is out very much from one end of the 
country to the other, with several copies worked through 
the middle portion. It has a lovely auriferous epidermis, 
which it has folded about itself, and floated off as silently 
as the Arab, right into the great public heart. Price 25 
cents. 
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ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER. 
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THE THREE WICKED LITTLE Boys, WHO, Havinc CAUGHT A LARGE Rat, TREAT IT TO SOME 


oF Irs Own MEDICINE. 








INSECT POWDER. 


FROM THE PERSIAN. 





The nightingale loves the rose. So does the 


goat. 





Yellow is the saffron-plant ; but the news- 
paper poet can give points to the crocus sativa. 





When a soul is passing into the realm of 
darkness, the fiends of Eblis play on the banjo. 





Man does not live by bread alone. It is 
a mean free lunch that doesn’t embrace tripe 
and pickles. 





Never bet on a race-horse according to his 
appearance. Bet according to the character 
of his owner. 





The lute is a lovely instrument for the inter- 
pretation of love melodies; but it is of no use 
to paddle a dog with. 





Sweet is the perfume of the Yfang-Ylang tree; 
but a buckwheat-cake wrestles more successfully 
with the gastric department. 





There are exceptions to all rules, Saadi, 
the poet, never wore out the sud rosa ot his 
trousers, He had no trousers. 





Truth is priceless. That is the reason that 
many men are paid to perjure themselves, while 
others cannot be hired to be veracious, 





Repentance is the brightest jewel in the 
crown of manly virtue. The intoxicating cup 
leads to repentance. Therefore drink of the 
intoxicating cup. 


Hafiz, the poet, sang sweetly of the dear 
delights of love. But when they set the tender- 
est outpourings of his heart to music, and 
played them on a hurdy-gurdy, it made him 
think of Emma Abbott, and he went out and 
asphyxiated himself on an ailanthus. 





The rose is nourished by the dust of the 
beautiful dead. Therefore kill your mother-in- 
law while she retains some semblance of youth, 





The Mohammedan wears the crescent in his 
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Purkenings. 





HovusEHOLD Worps—*“ Shut the Door!” 





THE DEVIL presides over country omelets, 





In WASHINGTON MARKET—AIl the Congress- 
men, 





THE SARDINE-BOX OF THE DEap— The 
Morgue, 





WE GIVE up the enigma of life, and Death 
solves it. 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE—Betting on the 
Right Horse. 





O GRAVE, WHERE Is Tuy Vicrory ?—lIn the 
Undertaker’s Bill. 


GIERUSALEMMA LIBERATA—Chatham Street 
Out On a Bender. 


GOBBLE, GOBBLE, GOBBLE, Ba-a! — Jay 
Gould and the Lambs. 





A Hack Driver—The Managing Editor of 
any Irish Democratic Paper. 





THE SONG OF THE BANK CasHiER—“ Call 
Me Not Dead When I Indeed Am Gone.” 





WE pbon’T wish to be facetious, but really 


| there are at.present great fears entertained of 
| a famine in Hungary. 


turban. ‘The New Yorker wears the crescent 
in his scarf. Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883 is a | 
daisy. 





The bulbul charms the starry solitudes of the 


night; but all the same you cannot pass a | 
nightingale off for a spring-chicken in Wash- | 


ington Market. 


The nightingale warbles to the rose, and 
the rose gratefully responds with its delicate 
perfume. 
the street-musician. 


When a lovely woman dies, her soul goes 
into the chalice of a spotless lily, and that is 


Therefore chuck asafoetida upon | 


why she is represented peeping out, as a face- | 


powder advertisement. 





The dollar diamond is an emblem of false- 
houd. ‘That is the reason the hotel-clerk who 


wears one on his breast will lie to you about | 


the best rooms being full. 





The peacock has lovelier plumage than the 
goose, but give us the goose-down for a bed, 


and let us have the goose to put down when | 


we’re hungry, every time. 





Beautiful is the woman with gazelle-like 
eyes; but if her tongue have the agility of the 


| for 1884: 





Ir 1s always at the swellest reception that a 
man first learns he left home without a hand- 
kerchief or a pair of cuffs, 





IN A BIG WRESTLING-MATCH out West the 
vanquished was a waiter. But then it is not 
at all to be wondered at that the waiter was 
tipped. 





HANDSOME TIDIES are placed on satin-cov- 
ered sofas, not so much as a guarantee of good 
faith as to cover up the spot that is worn 
through. 





HovusEHOLD Hinis—The opera season will 
soon be over, Seal-skin is very becoming. 
Currants promote digestion. Sleighing is a 
great appetizer, etc. 


AT A recent art competition in a Harlem 


| boarding-house, the first prize was won by a 


young lady who painted a stork standing be- 
side a sunflower on a huckwheat-cake. 





THE REPUBLICAN Presidential Thirteen Club 
Grant, Blaine, Logan, Conkling, 
Cameron, Sherman, Arthur, David Davis, Train, 
Evarts, Pendleton, McVeagh, Edmunds. 





A MAN out West has a rooster who has such 


| a marvelous knowledge of things of which the 


antelope, her husband is likely to find himself | 


deposited on the sinister hand. 





| sake of preserving it. 


Princes smoke the buds and blossoms of , 


Latakia. The servants get what is left. This 
is perfectly proper, and should serve to stimu- 
late servants to endeavor to become great. 





A certain Persian poet wrote of a matchless 
dancing-girl whose feet were as fair as silver 


crescents; and two days later all the bald as- ‘ 


tronomers of Bagdad were at the theatre with 
telescopes. 


average rooster wotteth not, that he calls his 
intelligent bird the Pierian Spring-Chicken, 





NEVER LEAVE your Derby at home for the 
If you do, you will find 
a new style hat out before the other is old 
enough to have turned so. yellow on the edges 
as to make a daily inking necessary. 





A MAN MAY smile like an ange. when he 
suddenly gets an ice-ball on the neck; but he 
will become as furious as a wild Indian when 
he dons his overcoat in the morning and finds 
that his wife has forgotten to sew on the vital 
button, as requested the evening before. 
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PUCK. 





CAMUEL CMITH’S CURPRISES. | 


Mr. Camuel Cmith, Cr., came home the 
other night, and when he entered the parlor 
where the family were sitting awaiting his ar- 
rival, he staggered across the floor and fell in 
a fit. It was at first supposed he was dead, but 
after various remedies had been applied he be- 
came conscious. 

“ What is the matter?” asked his wife and 
daughters. 

“JT went to pay my gas-bill to-day, 


” 


the clerk to make my bill out for the last three 


months, as I desired to settle before it got | 


larger than my bank account. The clerk made 
out the bill for the three months, and what do 
you suppose it was?” 

“ Twenty-eight dollars ?”? guessed Mrs, Cam- 
uel Cmith, 

“ No!” 

“ Eighty-six dollars ??” chimed Miss Cmith, 

“No!” 

“One hundred and seventy-nine dollars and 
fourteen cents!’ yelled little Camuel Cmith, 
Jr., as he rushed across the room and stood on 
his hands against the wall that had just been 
papered. 

“You are all wrong,” replied Mr. Cmith: 
“the bill only came to a dollar and a quarter, 
and I almost dropped dead on the spot. ‘This 
has been a terrible day with me.” 

“ What else happened ?” 

“Why, a great deal; after I left the gas 
company’s office, I thought I would go and 
take a ride in the Park. I wanted some fresh 
air to brace me up after that gas-bill shock, so 
I went up to a hackman, and told him to drive 
me through the Park and back. I opened the 
window, and got all the fresh air I wanted. I 
had a splendid ride, and enjoyed the scenery 
and everything else I saw, except the statuary. 
When we got back to 59th Street, I asked the 
driver how much I was in his debt. I supposed, 
of course, I owed him about thirty or forty 
dollars, at Long Branch rates. Now, how much 
was my bill ?” 

“Ten dollars,” responded Mrs, Cmith. 

“No!” 

“‘T'welve dollars and a half,’ replied Miss 
Cmith. 

“Hackmen know nothing of fractions, my 
dear,” said Mr. Cmith: “when they think 
twelve and a half they say sixteen. You are 
wrong. Next!” 

“ Kighteen dollars,” said litthke Camuel Smith, 
Jr., as he came down off his hands and tried 
to appear happy for a little while on his feet. 

**You are wrong; my bill was only forty 
cents. I grabbed a tree for support, when who 
should come along but our ice-man. Knowing 
that 1 owed him for the whole summer’s ice, 
and that he might like to collect the money 
before going abroad to spend the winter, I took 
about a hundred dollars and my gold watch 
out, and began to unscrew my diamond studs, 
and take off my fur-lined overcoat, to give him 
on account, when he informed me that my bill 
was only six dollars and a half, and that he 
would call everything even for six. By this 
time I had lost about ten pounds of flesh from 
pure excitement, brought on by the extreme 
modesty of my creditors’ desires, and I thought 
I would go and stimulate myself with a good 
dinner. So I went to a fashionable place, and 
had venison, red-head duck, two kinds of soup 
and three kinds of wine, and an imported 
cigar in tin-foil, What did the whole thing 
come to?” 

“Eight dollars ?”? guessed Mrs. Cmith, 

“ Wrong.” 

“ Six dollars,” said Miss Cmith. 

“No!” 

“'Twenty dollars,’ replied little Camuel 





replied | 
Camuel Cmith, Cr., as he rubbed his eyes in a | 
dazed sort of way: “1 walked in and asked | 





*HOW LONG, O LORD, HOW LONG?” 
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PROBABLE APPEARANCE OF THE PRINCIPAL ACTORS IN THE ‘PASSION PLAY,” IF SALMI DOESN’T 


Get His LICENSE SOON. 











Cmith, Jr., who had once seen a Long Branch 
restaurant bill-of-fare on exhibition in a dime 
museum, 

“ You are all wrong,” replied Camuel Cmith, 
Cr., as he leaned against the piano for support: 
“The bill only came to seventy-five cents, and 
the waiter was indignant at being offered a 
tip, which he positively refused. I began to 
think it was all an Arabian Night, and that I 
was floating about on the gossamer winglets of 
a rosy dream. I said to myself: ‘ Now, I will 
give the family a grand treat on what I have 
saved. I will give them—’ ” 

“Tll take a fur-lined dolman,” broke in Mrs. 
Camuel Cmith. 

“T want a grand piano instead of that old 
tin pan,’’ warbled Miss Cmith. l 

“Give me a pair of club-skates and a pony!” 
yelled little Camuel Cmith, Jr., as he turned 
cart-wheels all around the room, and left the 
impression of his molasses-smeared hands on 
the pearl-colored carpet. | 

Camuel Cmith, Cr., drew himself up to his ut- | 
most inch, and regarded his family with mingled | 
feelings of veneration and respect. ‘Then he | 
said: 

“JT went and ordered for you,” pointing to 
his wife: “a fur-lined circular in the best place 
in the city. The man only charged me twenty 
dollars for it.” 

“ Guess that must be the kind of circular that 
circulates among—”’ said little Camuel Cmith, 
Jr., when his sister broke in: 

“ What did you get me ?” 

“ A seal-skin sacque, and a new bonnet, and 
tickets for the opera, all for thirty dollars.” 

Before the boy could ascertain what had 
been purchased for him, Camuel Cmith, €r., 
fainted away, and, on being brought to, ex- 
claimed: 

“ The cheapness is what fills my heart with 
woe!” 

“ And why so?” inquired his family, as they 
led him to the sofa. 

“Why, because it shows business is bad, and 
there is nothing to be made. If a three-months’ | 
gas-bill only amounts to a dollar and a quarter, 
and a ride through Central Park may be had 
for forty cents, and a summer’s ice-bill is but | 
six dollars, and waiters refuse tips, then I must | 
acknowledge that my heart is a chalice filled 
with woe. It these people are cutting their 
rates down to nothing, what is going to become | 
of poor me ?”” 

And pressing his hands against his fore- | 
head, he sank to the floor in a swoon. | 

Camuel Cmith, Cr., was a plumber. | 

R. K. MuNKITTRICK. | 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


UP TO TIME. 


THAT SLANG is richly devious 
All foreigners allow - 

Who hear boys called “ too previous,” 
Their sisters “ pretty Now.” 


CALLING NAMES. 


The street you seek is “ Twenty-third” ? 

Now, do you know that name ’s absurd ? 

Tis twenty-third from what? From First ? 

Of all bad reasons that ’s the worst. 

If reg’lar numbering were done 

*Twere Twenty-second Street—from One. 

’Tis not location, but the name 

Which gas lamps do (or should) proclaim, 

If you are right, then Av’nue B’d 

And Av’nue C’d and Av’nue D’d 

Are proper names. Take “ Forty-second ;” 

Except from Naught, ’tis wrongly reckoned. 

On names, not adjectives, agree: 

Call “ Twenty-third Street’? ‘'wenty-three. 
Joun ALbRO. 


A SIDEWALK IDYLL: 
Slip, 
Slam, 
Rip, 
Dam ! 


WAR. 


Until Winter is o’er 

We are going for gore; 

We are right on the floor, 

And some clothes will be tore, 
And the stiff will be bore 

To the dreary old Mor- 

Gue, if you don’t shut that door. 


RIGHT. 


Boston, Mass., January gth, 1883. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

You promise to bestow a copy of Puck’s 
ANNUAL upon whomever will inform you “ why 
no clergymen ever succeed in becoming pugi- 
lists.” Obviously, it is because “ science”? and 
religion are irreconcilable. Send on the An- 
NUAL. 

Yours expectantly, 
F. E. CHASE. 

ANNUAL sent. 

Ep. Puck. 
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«A LITTLE AFFAIR.” 


He had long, reckless, black hair; his eyes 
were black and piercing; he wore a collar of 
high-board-fence style. He muttered, as he 
picked his teeth with a bowie-knife: 

“No, sah, Majah T. Timkinson, of Sooth 
Caleena, has not killed a relative since break- 
fast. No, sah, this will not do, sah.” 

He hired a cab and was driven to the Plant- 


er’s Hotel, and went to room 1,963, somewhere | 


near the planet Mercury. 

He opened the door and walked in. 

There sat at a table an old man, shuffling an 
euchre-deck. 

“ Cunal, how do you do?” said Major Tim- 
kinson. 

They shook hands and took seats. 

« Cunal Shott,” said Major Timkinson: “I’ve 
called, sah, to inquire, sah, why you insist, 
sah, on wearing white hayah in this time of 
progress, sah, when all you are obliged to do, 
sah, is to buy a bottle of hayah-dye and color 
your hayah a deep black, sah? How does it 
look, sah, to see an old man with white hayah 
in the ‘ Sothron’ aristocracy ?” 

Now the battle opens. 

Colonel Shott jumped to his feet and said, in 
tones of a gatling-gun: 

“ Majah T. Timkinson, you have insulted an 
honorable member of the old honored family 
of Schott. Majah ‘Timkinson, sah, the Schott 
family can trace their ancestors back two hun- 
dred years, to the town of Berkshire, England. 
What shall it be, Majah Timkinson, sah, knives 
or pistols ?”” 

“ Pistols,’ said Major ‘Timkinson. 

Then they opened fire; but the fever rapidly 
spread. Soon the bell-boy joined in the shoot- 
ing; also the proprietor took a hand in. Then 
came two or three guests of the hotel, who 
could not stand by and see so much fun going 
on without partaking of the dessert. The 
shooting-dance soon spread to the street, when 
all the village was mixed up in the “little af- 
fair.” 





The coroner of the village watched the pro- 
ceedings from a drug store window, with paper 
and pencil, counting the dead and wounded. 

Drug stores never get molested. 

Seth Ferguson, a Northern capitalist, who 
had just arrived in the village, didn’t like the 
appearance of the situation. He said, as he 
looked on from a little distance: 

“This dream of the Sunny South is nice in 
a colored-picture book; but for solid comfort 
give me old Snagutuck, Varmount. I ain’t 
used to this consarned chivalry. 
| is bread and butter.” 

And he took the first train for the North. 
And he wonders why people of the Sunny 
South expect Northern energy to come there 
and “settle down forever.” Ww. L. Cc. 











SYLVESTER EVE. 





I know the figure at my door 

| Those tricky Poets have been bringing, 

An Old Man, wandering nevermore, 
Whose knell Sylvester bells are ringing. 


His head by Autumn wreath is crowned, 

And down his robe Spring flowers are twin:ng; 
Its sleeves, by Summer sun embrowned, 

Hold song-birds nested in their lining. 


I know this figure quick they ’Il shelve, 
And bring another far more tender; 

Soon as the clock hands meet at twelve 
The New Year by a babe they ’Il render. 





Go, take your figures both away! 
Your Fancy ’s false or growing colder— 
I ’m younger in the Old Man’s stay, 
And when the baby comes I ’m older. 
A. &. G. 


| AND Now doth the long-headed, economical 
| forewoman of the boarding-house take advan- 
tage of every snow-storm or cold spell to load 
the table with buckwheat-cakes. And while the 
boarders smack their lips and think they are 
having a grand treat, the old dame lies back 
and smiles and thinks of next summer and 
, Newport. 











PAGE :—< IF WE’RE TO CRACK THAT CRIB AT ALL, THE JOB MUST BE DONE AT ONCE. 


LAST CHANCE.” 
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THIS IS OUR 


It will not do to abate watchfulness in the least. The large number of Representatives who have failed 


of re-election have nothing to lose. 


It is the last chance of the Robesons, the Pages, the Hubbells and 


their tribe, and they will improve it—W. Y. Sun, Fanuary 7th, 1883. 


What I want ! 
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PUCK’S TIITLE-TIPS. 
THE IniITIALS—C, O, D. 
Poor ZEPH—Bad Worsted. 
THE Fur Country—China, 
White Lies—Artificial Lilies, 
Harp to BEAR—The Market. 
THE CorsaiR—Captain Kidd.” 
His First Love—The Bottle. 
*NINETY-THREE—Peter Cooper. 
AMERICAN Notres—Greenbacks. 
UnpER Two FLacs—The Pole. 
THROWN ‘TOGETHER—The Dice. 
Jutiet’s GuaRDIAN—The Nurse. 
| Patace or TrRuTH—Puck Office. 
A Hopetess CasE—Schmierkase. 
Hints FROM HoracE—Go West. 
BLEAK House—The Minstrel Hall. 
A Woman’s War—Over the Fence. 
For Lack or GoLp—Paper Money. 
ALL Down-Hi_tt—The Boy’s Coast. 
THE Cry OF THE CHILDREN—Ga ga, 
| ‘THe Fre_p or IckE—Rockland Lake. 
| THE HERO’s REwARD—The Pension. 

A LeapEN Casket—The Tea Caddy. 
| STERN NEcEssiry—The Rudder Post. 
THE Doc Fienp—The Pound-Keeper. 
HER Bosom FriEND—A Porous Plaster. 
| A GoLpEN Grain—A Corner in Grain, 
| How Sue Lovep Him—For His Money. 

THE LorD OF THE AISLES—The Sexton. 

In SiLK AtTiRE—The Cook, on Sunday. 

Founp Deap—The Fly in the Milk-Jug. 

A GOLDEN SoRROW—Midas’s Misfortune. 

THE Lapy or Lyons—Mr. Lyons’s Wife. 

In Prison AND Our—Cashiers in General. 

CHRISTMAS CAROL—Remember the Waiter. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE OMNIBUS—The Cush- 
ions. 

THE Mora Pirates-——The Girls at a Church 
Fair. 

HiGH WatTER MarkK—Expensive Writing- 
Paper. 

FRIENDSHIP—Will Let You Have It or Sat- 
urday. 

HostTaGEs TO FORTUNE— Margins in Brokers’ 
Hands. 

GOING TO THE BAD—A Trip to Blackwell’s 
Island. 

WHAT THE SPRING BrouGHt—An Easter 
Bonnet. 

In Honor Bounp—Out on his own’ Recog- 
nizance, 

Srory OF A Bap Boy—Didn’t Know It was 
Loaded. 

Dr. GRIMSHAWE’S SECRET 
Diploma. 

BELLs OF SHANDON—Bridget Shea and Mary 
Mulcahy. 

HippEN PERILS—The Steam-Heating Com- 
pany’s Pipes. 

ADVANCEMENT OF LEARNING—Moving the 
School-House. 

THE HEAp WAITER—The Man who Runs 
the Guillotine. 

“ Farr, Farr, WITH GOLDEN Hair ”’—Board- 
ing-House Butter. 

OTHER PEoPLE’s MonEy—The Defaulter’s 
Traveling Expenses. 

THE BLUE AND THE GRAY—The Policeman 
and the Letter-Carrier. 

A Foou’s Erranp—Going to Philadelphia 
to Start a Comic Paper. 

In CHANGE UNCHANGED— Getting Counter- 
feit Quarters for a Bad Bill. 

THE CRIME OF THE OPERA Hovuse—Charg- 
ing Seven Dollars for a Seat. 

THE Lapy’s MiLe—Broadway, from Four- 
teenth to Thirty-fourth Streets. 

THE Lay OF THE Last MINSTREL—Waiting 
Around Union Square for a Beer. 

THE Lay OF THE BELLE— Looking out for a 
| Fifty-Thousand-Dollar-a-Year Husband. 
| A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION—To Pull the Chair 
| from Under a Man who is About to Sit Down. 








He Had No 
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DON’T LET IT COME TO THIS. 
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BALL TICKETS SEEM TO BE GETTING LARGER EVERY YEAR. 














ADAM AND EVE. 


Adam must have been a happy man. When 
he courted the young and beautiful Miss Eve 
no enterprising American had yet opened an 
ice-cream saloon, and tickets for concerts were 
unthought of. Eve’s residence did not boast 
the possession of a grand piano, on which her 
lily-white fingers could produce the agonizing 
strains of “ The Carnival of Venice; nor had 
she yet learned to assault the unoffending 
zephyrs with the air of “ Wait Till the Clouds 
Roll By;” nor did Adam ever hum “Sweet 
Spirit, Hear My Prayer.” 

They did not lie awake all night trying to 
settle the question whether it was more wicked 
to dance than to play at hugging and kissing 
games. No fear of a breach-of-promise suit 
haunted the mind of Adam when he quarreled 
with Miss Eve, who at this titae might be truly 
called the most beautiful of her sex. Who can 
tell the amount of bliss he enjoyed from the 
absence of a mother-in-law? 

No déubt Adam and Eve’s married life was 
the more happy from their non-observance of 
the first of May, and their having no stoves to 
put up. Their household furniture was prob- 
ably very limited.. We have no record of 
their owning one of those beautiful gilded ob- 
jects, a French clock—celebrated for their 
silence. 

There was no Saratoga then, where they 
could hire a room in the fourteenth story of a 
hotel for one thousand dollars a week. No; 
and there were no Saratoga trunks. In fact, 
their attire was rather inexpensive. Whether 
dress-goods should be cut on the bias or not 
never disturbed the serenity of Eve’s mind. 
There being no dry-goods stores, Eve was less 
under the control of dressmakers than a good 
many of her daughters are, and she was never 
guilty of buying a spool of cotton that she 
might receive a gaudy chromo. Eve never 
turned around on the street to see and criticise 
what another woman had on. 

It would be impossible to imagine Adam 
sitting on the end of a bedstead and growling 
at Eve about the absence of buttons on a gar- 
ment which he held in his hand. Adam never 
wore a white tie, nor a swallow-tail coat, and 
Eve never wore French-heel shoes. Adam has 
never been accused of parting his hair in 
the middle, nor Eve of wearing hers banged. 
They were spared the modern infliction of be- 
ing well dressed and yet not knowing where the 
morrow’s meal was to come from. 

It is not believed that Eve ever flirted, ex- 





cept upon one important occasion; and, as 
there were no street-cars in those days, Eve 
was never known to accept a seat from a gen- 
tleman, and then become so absent-minded as 
to forget to thank him. In fact, Eve was far 
more polite than are her daughters. 

No ancient historian relates anything about 
that mysterious body that to wives seems to 
have some puzzling connection with their hus- 
bands staying out late at night, and which they 
call “the lodge.”” Adam was never known to 
come home about 2 a. M. in a hilarious con- 
dition and with an unsteady step, and say that 
he had been visiting a sick friend. 

Whether Adam ever aspired to be a con- 
gressman, an alderman, or a coroner, history 
does not state; and it is probable, therefore, 
that he never had a committee from a Reform 
Party, who were in quest of candidates, call 
on him to inquire the size of his bank account, 
He probably never became so enthusiastic as 
to march in a political procession, carrying a 
torch over his shoulder, while the dripping oil 
and the accompanying rain fell on his back. 

We do not believe that Eve received her 
lady friends with welcoming smiles, and then, 
on their leaving, say she was glad they were 
gone. Eve did not closely scan the members 
of her sex to find a vulnerable point, that she 
might nfake an unflattering criticism. 

We have no.account of Adam and Eve go- 
ing to the country to see their friends for a 
“few days,” and then staying all summer. We 
have not heard that Adam belonged to the 
militia, or that he occasionally went to see the 
doctor about a blackened eye and some broken 
fingers after playing at base-ball. Eve has 
never been accused of playing at croquet nor 
Adam of riding a bicycle. 

Adam never sent his friends to sleep by giv- 
ing recitations, and Eve never alarmed the 


“neighborhood by singing the “A“Ziserere.”’ 


Adam was not a clergyman, and so did not 
discuss the question whether baptism should be 
accomplished by a few drops of water from a 
passing summer shower, or by a liberal use of 
Atlantic Ocean. ; 

Adam was not a lawyer, and so did not have 
to divide his available time into ‘wo parts, the 
first to be used in securing clients, the second 
in making out bills against them. 

Adam was not a doctor, and so did not 
always carry a lancet with him, as a ship would 
a sheet-anchor. 

In short, Adam and Eve were much better 
people than we are. 





FREE LUNCH. 
As OLD As THE Hitts—The Valleys. 


MOTTO FOR THE PosTAGE-STAMP—A Penny 
for Your Thoughts. 


ARGUMENTUM AD HominemM—Bet You a 
Dollar You Don’t. 


Ir A man doesn’t know enough to go in 
wheu it rains, he ought to wear an umbrella all 
the time. 


A DRY-GOODS CLERK may not receive more 
than two dollars per week, but still he is always 
on velvet. _ 

A LITTLE LEARNING may be a dangerous 
thing, but, somehow or other, it doesn’t keep 
an imported Democrat out of office. 


SOME PEOPLE don’t believe in faith cures, and 
yet they will tell you that you can not be ben- 
efited by medicine in which you haven’t faith. 


THERE Is a new paper called the Oi Report. 
If it only becomes as well known and popular 
as the oil report that knocks the servant-girl 
through the roof, it will become a household 
word. 


THE CHAMPION absent-minded man went to 
the theatre, and omitted to remove his ear- 
muffs. He left after the second act, muttering 
something about pantomimes being only fit for 
children to look at. 


WHEN A POLITICIAN asked his little boy, the 
other day, what he would like to be when he 
grew up, the little fellow considerably aston- 
ished his parent by stating that he would like 
to develop into a sugar lobbyist. 


Ir 1s a well-known proverb that you should 
only believe half that youhear. If a man tells 
you he lives at 375 3rd Avenue, and you wish 
to call on him, always go to 187%. 

—From the German Puck. 


THE Lonpon Vanity Fair says that a colonel 
in the Guards who was under fire for just five 
minutes has got for it the Order of the Bath 
and a Turkish order. But we think there must 


| be some mistake about the rank; it must have 


UDAL. | been a “ drummer.” 
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PUCK AT THE PLAY-HOUSE., 
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«¢ The Romany Rye ” has pitched its tents at HAVER- 
Ly’s BROOKLYN THEATRE, and the very astonishing 
effects are duly appreciated by the inhabitants of the 
churchful city. Messrs. Stephens & Soiomon’s new opera, 
«‘ Virginia,” now running at the Brjou OpERA House, 
while not equal to ‘* Billee Taylor ” or possessing many 
points of brightness, may yet prove attractive to num- 
bers of people who are not particular as to consistency 
or originality of plot, provided there is tuneful music 
and activity on the stage. Much of the dialogue bristles 
with wretched puns, and in some instances narrowly 
borders on indecency. Mr. John Howson, as Micholas 
de Ville, is inimitably funny. Mr. Digby Bell does well 
as the navvy, Sam Nuddles, but the love-scene in the 
second act, with Mrs. Cowslip, (Miss Joyce), should be 
cut out at once. There are several good choruses, the 
best of which is that of the photographers, who manipu- 
late their cameras in most effective and amusing style. 
The chorus of the fashionable hobbledehoy dandies is 
also novel and good, as well as that of the navvies, who 
keep time to the music with their pickaxes. 

Colley Cibber’s comedy, *¢ She Would and She Would 
Not,” is now being played at DALy’s THEATRE. The 
greatest tribute to the success of ‘Iolanthe,” at the 
STANDARD THEATRE, is the production of ‘* High and 
Lengthy,” by Birch, Hamilton & Backus’s SAN FRAN- 
cisco MINSTRELS. Mr. Billy Birch is the darkest and 
airiest of fairies. To-night ‘¢She Stoops to Conquer” 
is to be seen at WALLACK’S, likewise the perennial Les- 
ter Wallack, as Young Marlowe. ‘*The Black Flag” 
is now hoisted at NIBLO’s GARDEN. There are several 
things to be remembered in connection with the issue 
of Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883—out to-day, price twenty- 
five cents, richly illustrated—and one of the most im- 
portant is that «‘ Young Mrs. Winthrop,”’ at the MAbI- 
SON SQUARE THEATRE, who has passed her century of per- 
formances, is still pursuing her successful course along, 
and that the clever and conscientious actress, Miss Von 





Leer, plays the part A/rs. Winthrop with much pathos 
and fine feeling. 

As opposition to our first parents, Mr. John T. Ray- 
mond is appearing in ‘* Paradise”’ at the GRAND OPERA 
HousE. The beauteous Mary is paying her usual visit 
to New York. To-night she gives the «* Lady of Lyons,” 
and the remainder of the week, «* Daughter of Roland.” 
A very funful variety show, and of the highest order, is 
to be seen at Tony PasTor’s THEATRE in Fourteenth 
Street. The features of it are ** Muldoon’s Picnic,” the 
Kernells, and Irwin Sisters. BOOTH’s THEATRE is at 
present devoted to the ‘* Corsican Brothers,” produced 
literally without regard to expense. Everybody knows 
the plot of the old, favorite legendary drama, and it only 
remains for us to say that Mr. Thorne is satisfactory as 
the twin brothers, although Mr. Bangs was obliged, dur- 
ing last week, to take Mr. Thorne’s part, owing to this 
actor’s serious illness. As Chateau Renaud Mr. Bangs 
is manly and refined, while Miss Rigl, as Emilie de 
Lesparre, with the exception of a want of clearness of 
enunciation, is very acceptable. 

At AssocIATION HALL, the Young Men’s Christian 
Association are to be regaled with a lecture by Burling- 
ton Hawkeye Burdette on Friday evening next. We 
hope that the young and, for that matter, the old Chris- 
tians will show their Christian character by allowing the | 
general public who hold tickets, but who are not mem- | 
bers of the association, to hear the humorist without hav- 
ing to be kicked down-stairs or the door slammed in 
their faces, if they should happen to be five minutes too 
late. The young Christians are so very particular that 
they sometimes refuse admission to the man who has 
undertaken to deliver the lecture. 











Auswers oy the Anrious, 


Rejected articles are all chewed up 
By Puck’s new-bought Assyrian Pup. 

HASELTINE. —Tell her to p. 319, Ist col. 

J. W. C.—Thanks. Next week the public shall hear 
from you. ‘ 

WATKINS.—We would have returned your poem be- 
fore this; but we really didn’t know whether you wished 
it sent by express or by D. T. Messenger. Send us a | 
letter to tell us, and inclose some more stamps. 

Pr. Evious.—-You were called too soon. The time 
for your birth has not yet arrived. We have cast your 
horoscope backward, and we find that you require a par- 
ticular conjunction to be born under. You are due just 
about the time of the next transit of Venus, 


PETRO.—If we can’t use your ‘* Tale of a Carryall,” 
will we tell you what to do with it? Why, certainly, 
Petro. We can’t use it; but we can give you a hint as | 
to the proper disposition of it. Work an advertisement | 
of ** Axleline” or ‘*Greasene”’ into it, and go around | 
and peddle it among the carriage factories. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CCLIX. 


PROTECTION vs, FREE TRADE, 


Ya-as, it is aw 
stwange, but a large 
numbah of my ances- 
tahs were in favah of 
the system that is 
known as Pwotection,. 

Our family was verwy 
much opposed to Sir 
Wobert Peel when he 
adopted Fwee Twade 
theorwies, and _ we- 
pealed the corn laws 
in Gweat Bwitain. 

Everwybody knows 
that England has made 
extwaordinarwy pwogwess since the advent of Fwee 
Twade in all descwiptions of manufactures, and much 
of her pwestige and wealth is attwibutable to the wise 
policy of allowing everwything—with the exception of 





| wine, spirwits, tobacco, and a few othah twifles—to 


come in fwee of any duty whatevah, 
The system, as I am informed, is verwy differwent 
he-ah, Everwything is most outwageously and terwibly 


| taxed, in ordah to pwotect the Amerwican manufactur- 


wah, who gwows wich by charging high pwices and 
making an inferwiah article. The Amerwican manu- 
facturwah wealizes an enormous pwofit, and the citizen 
of the United States—especially if he be a farmah, or 
engaged in agwiculturwal or pastorwal pursuits—has to 
suffah. 

It is aw verwy hard to convince any wampant Pwo- 
tectionist that it is wong and inequitable to cause poor 
cweachahs to purchase clothes, utensils, and othah par- 
waphernaliah of wetched quality to keep the pwopwie- 
tahs of the differwent manufactorwies fwom starving. 

I am fwee to confess that I think it a gweat mistake 
to bolstah up any fellah with Government pwoiection. 
It isn’t fai-ah to the fellahs that are not pwotected be- 
cause they choose a differwent kind of pwofession, 

A twemendous outewy is being waised by interwested 
parties about pwoposed weductions in the tarwiff, but I 
don’t think that the upwo-ah will interfe-ah, to any gweat 
extent, with the desires of the people. Fwom what I 
he-ah—and I cahn’t say that I take any extwaordinarwy 
interwest in the mattah—I believe that aw Fwee Twade 
will ultimately pwevail. 

When one takes the twouble to bwing his bwain to 
ba-ah on the subject, it does seem hard that a decent 
Amerwican fellah, even if he is wich, should be con- 
stwained to pay a terwific pwice to his tailah to pwocu-ah 
wespectable clothes, because the tailah has not been 
allowed to import the English cloth without being mulcted 
in a considerwable amount, that the Amerwican manu- 
facturwah of an inferwi-ah article may be pwotected aw. 
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MASSACHUSETTS MERCHANDISE. —— _ 
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A PRACTICE UPON WHICH GOVERNOR BEN’S MESSAGE HAS THROWN SOME LIGHT. 
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LOGANIUS. 





A LAY MADE ABOUT THE YEAR OF THE REPUBLIC CVII. 
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Don Cameron of Penna. 
By the tin gods he swore 
That the fair fame of Porter 
Should suffer wrong no more. 
By the tin gods he swore it, 
And up to arms he sprang, 
And bade his messengers ride forth, 
E.& W.&5S.&N., 
To summon up his gang. 


Il. 


Davis from West Virginia, 
Jonesius from Floridar, 

Hoarus from Massachusetts, 
And L. Q. C. Lamar; 

From where far Cala. revels 
In climate and in sky, 

To where the springs Pierian gush 
Of Bourbon County, Ky. 


Ill. 
But in the mighty Capitol 
Was tumult and affright, 
And senators tore their garments, 
And senators got tight. 
Edmundsius rent his raiment, 
And neither ate nor slept, 
Davidius Independens 
He sat him down and wept. 


Ni) 
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But Edmundsius’ brow was sad, 
And Edmundsius’ speech was low, 
And darkly looked he at the bill, 
And darkly at the foe. 
‘¢ Their vote will be upon us 
Before the bridge goes down, 
And if they once may win the bridge 
They ’11 do the job up brown.” 


Vv. 


Then up spoke brave Loganius, 
The leader of the Op.: 

«¢On every man upon this earth 
Death gets the final drop. 

And how can man die better 
Than facing this array, 

For the honor of the party, 
And of the U. S. A.? 


vI. 


*¢ Hoist up the rag, Edmundsius, 
And let the ball begin, 

I, with two more to help me, 
Will see they don’t get in. 

In this close house a trio 
Breaks a majoritee— 

Now who will stand on either hand 
And keep the bridge with me ?” 
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VII. 


Then out spake John Shermanius, 
Of O-hi-o was he: 
‘«« Now blow me tight if I will fight 
At thy right hand with thee.” 
And out spake stout Mahonius, 
Of Southron blood was he: 
*¢JT will be shot if I am got 
On thy left hand with thee.” 


VITl. 


Then back spake brave Loganius, 
Of Illinois was he: 

**Knock me to pot if you are not 
The worst I ever see. 

For three such ornry cusses 
Never were seen or known, 

And, by the Shade of Scottius Dux, 
I ’ll play the hand alone!” 


IX. 


Meanwhile the Porter army, 
Right glorious to see, 

Came piling numerously in, 

Vote upon vote, with cheerful din, 
A large majoritee. 

Behind them came Ulysses, 
His butt within his mouth, 

And Lucius Quintus Curtius 
Stood bravely for the South. 

«Come on!” cried bold Loganius: 
«*Thou death-defying Don!” 


* 
* * 
There came a bust of thunder- 
Sound and the bridge was gone. 


* 
* * 
*«T think,” said Cameronius: 
‘“*T heard you say ‘come on’?” 


* 
* * 


X. 
When the House is called to order, 
And bills are rushing through, 
When the old appropriation 
Comes up as good as new, 
With weeping and with laughter 
Then is the story told 
How the bridge left Loganius, 
In the brave days of old. 
Vv. B.D, &. F- 





ESSENTIAL OIL OF CONGRESS. 





THE SHIPPING BILL. 
House OF REPRESENTATIVES, 
January 11th, 1853. 

Mr. TOowns- 
HEND, the Demo- 
cratic member 
from Illinois, ex- 
plained that, al- 
though a Shipping 
Bill was before the 
House, it was not 
for the purpose of 
shipping all the 
members until 
y some of them aired 
their opinions on 
the subject. Mr. 
John Roach was 
one of the most 
charming men he had ever encountered in the 
course of a long and eventful career. No man 
possessed greater personal beauties of mind 
and body. All his features were regular, ex- 
cept his cheek. That, indeed, was abnormally 
large. It was large to the extent of wanting 
to put at least five hundred thousand dollars 
every year into Mr. John Roach’s pocketbook. 
The eighteenth section of what had been des- 
ignated the “drawback substitute” would, at 
least, increase Mr. Roach’s income to that 
amount. 

Ex-REaR ADMIRAL AND CHIEF DESTRUCTOR 
OF THE Navy Roseson now rose in his might. 
He said: ‘“ Whenever remarks are made about 
friend and brother Reach I must take a hand 
in. Ishan’t have many more opportunities of 
doing so, owing to an unfortunate accident in 
my district in New Jersey, whereby the voters 
elected me to stay at home. Such is my re- 
ward for patriotism and enthusiasm in the 
cause of the Navy. Roach is a saint, an angel 
—a man who has no desire to live by the money 
he makes, but wishes to give it all to the poor. 
This is why there is a bond of sympathy be- 
tween us; this is why he takes but one Ameri- 
can meal a week; this is why he lives in a dime 
lodging-house, and employs nothing but Ameri- 
can labor. The United States ought to take 
charge of such a beatific being, and keep him 
fat and healthy. England and British gold are 
his enemies. I am thankful that I have no 
British gold —I would scorn to touch it. 
American gold is good enough for me; although 
I don’t like to see too much of it about the 
Navy. It makes it look too gaudy. What dol 
notice when I look up at the galleries, or when 
I peer into the lobbies? Nothing but British 
cormorants and British lobbyists, lying in wait 
to wreck financially poor Mr. Roach. And 
yet Mr. Roach came from Ireland, is an Irish- 
man and a man of character; and when I say 
that I consider him at least my equal, you 
may imagine how high my opinion is of him. 
We don’t want to buy the products of cheap 
foreign labor. We want dear home labor. We 
want to pay the highest price and to get noth- 
ing at all, or as little for it as possible. This 
idea I have striven to carry out in regard to the 
Navy. And yet the people are not happy. I 
would like to name these myrmidons of Eng- 
land that I see around me; but I won’t—it 
might hurt their feelings.” 

Mr. McLane, a Democrat from Maryland, 
remarked that the question before the House 
was as to which was the more important to 
the world, Mr. Roach or the United States. 

Mr. Perry BELMONT said the usual correct 
and proper things about free trade in ships, 
and the House then adjourned. 
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PHILOPCENA. 


1. 


We walked adown the spring-clad lane— 
The winds were vague and vernal; 

We split the almond shell in twain, 
And ate its double kernel. 

She crushed within her hand the sweet 
Pungent-perfumed verbena— 

«¢ Who first says ‘ Yes,’ when next we meet,” 
Quoth she: ‘* pays Philopoena.” 





II. 


The Fall had dropped its frosty dews; 
The leaves of gold and crimson 
Were taking on such soberer hues 
As skies the sunset dims on. 
We walked the lane, now bleak and bare, 
I and my Augustina; 
And she said «* Yes,”’ and, then and there, 
She paid her Philopoena. 
A. H.O. 











MR. MUGGINS ENCOUNTERS A GOAT. 





I am no longer a friend of the goat. Time was when, as the 
President of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Insects, the 
goat was the tenderest object of my solicitude; but now we are no 
longer on speaking terms. 

It grieves me to the very marrow of my soul to say these harsh 
words, but I feel that I have just and sufficient cause. I consider the 
goat to be the most vicious of insects, and entirely devoid of the finer 
sentiments that pervade the human intellect of other animals. If total 
depravity exists anywhere, it is in the vile and ignominious mind of the 
goat. Goats are not gifted with even good common sense. They 
prowl around the streets and vacant lots, and eat newspapers, old hoop- 
skirts, junk bottles, saw-dust, flannel clothes, and such other indigestible 
pabulum. ‘Their taste is so vitiated that they do not know the difference 
between a plate of sauerkraut and an old mop. 

I make these observations from observation and experience—prin- 
cipally experience. I was standing, the other day, in front of an up- 
town window, gazing intently at a photo of Mrs, Langtry and other 
dry-goods and notions, when all of a sudden I felt a tugging at my 
ulster—* only this, and nothing more.” 

At first I thought perhaps it was Senator O’Shaugnessy, a prominent 
member of the Moderation Society, who wished to invite me to go 
around to the Hon. Mr. Owney Geoghegan’s to moderate; and you may 
imagine my surprise when, on looking around, I found it was a goat 
masticating the ulsterian folds of my toga. 

I suppose he thought it was something good to eat; but even if it 
was, I didn’t want to have him eat the garment off my back, and leave 
me out in the cold, coatless. So I said to him gently, not wishing to 
hurt his feelings: 

“ Go ’way, goatie!” 

Well, he went away—about three feet, and then he kind o’ veered 
around, and came back on the other side and began to chew again. 
It beat all what a fancy he took to that ulster! 
was tripe—goat-tripe, you know. 

I was so much fascinated with Mrs. Langtry’s Grecian nose and 
Roman mouth that I didn’t, at first, observe that the animal had tackled 











Maybe he thought it | 


| 


my ulster again, till a small boy called my distraught attention back to | 


terrestial things by shouting out: 

“Hey, mister! goat’s a-eatin’ up yer overcoat!”’ 

I turned around, and still having conscientious scruples against 
my, clothes being devoured by a goat, I observed, somewhat fiercely: 

“Come, you goat, get out o’ that!’ 

Then I turned back to gaze once more on those classic features, 
and was trying to decide, in my own mind, whether hers was really a 
type of beauty that would strike a native Hottentot as superior to any- 
thing in his country, and how much longer the mouth ought to be than 
the nose, and sundry other knotty questions of similar sort, when a sud- 
den tug at the rear of my ulster made me conscious that His Goatship 
was at it again. 

“Well, I never!’’ I said to myself, and then I wheeled around and 
gave Mr. Goat such a kick that I fancied he would take the hint 
and leave. 

In fact, he did leave. He went up the street about four rods, and 
then he paused a moment to reflect—if reflection is possible to goats— 
and then he wheeled about, curbed down his head, took a good look 
at me out of the top of his eyes, as though taking aim, and then he 
came back. 





He didn’t linger much on the way. I saw him start, and then there 
was a Cloud of dust, and then a collision. I thought the comet had 
struck me, for a moment, till I discovered I had beew telescoped by the 
goat. There was nothing wrong about the construction of that goat. 
His head was perfectly solid. I tried to dodge, but it was useless. 
Before I could say, “As you like it,” I was knocked on my beam-ends, 
and was sprawling in the dust. 

Then he backed up for a fresh hold, and on he came again, like a 
catapult, like a boomerang, like a catamaran. This time I seized him 
by the horns, and, although I feared it would be an “unequal match,” 
I hung on, and let him yank me around a spell. Then we had it, 
Greco-Roman fashion. Sometimes the goat was on deck, and some- 
times I was. We were a good deal mixed up, at times, so that it was 
difficult to tell whether there was more of me than there was of the 
goat, or more of the goat than there was of me. I think we were about 
half-and-half, though, mostly. We flew around lively, I can tell you. 

A big crowd gathered around and enjoyed the sport; they clapped 
their hands and cheered us on. We flopped up against the shop win- 
dow, smashed the glass, and disfigured the picture of Mrs, Langtry for 
life. ‘Then we surged up against a lamp-post, and bent it over to an 
angle of forty-five degrees, and made the glass fly in all directions. 

I hung on to the horns all the while, determined to lay him out or 
fail to accomplish the undertaking. 

Just then a policeman burst through the crowd and arrested me, 
and let the goat escape. I was grieved. This is the usual discretion 
of the average pgliceman. When I was arraigned before His Honor— 
who didn’t seem to discriminate between me and the other goat in the 
way I fondly hoped he would—he fined me for disorderly conduct, 
made me pay for the broken glass, and warned me not to be caught in 
such company again. 

This warning was altogether superfluous. I have no desire to asso- 
ciate with goats any more. Talk about your oilymargarine! Great 
marlinspikes! If you can find any stronger butter in creation than a 
goat, I should like to see it. 

I want no more of them. I think too much of myself to mingle 
with such creatures. Yours egoatistically, ; 

EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 


HERRICK WROTE a beautiful poem, “On Her Feet.” If she had 
been a Chicago damosel, he might have written all his poems on her 
feet, and still have left sufficient space for Raleigh, Shirley and the rest 
of that set for their complete poetical works. 





THE MAN with the gold watch pulls it out by the chain-ring, and 
holds it up to a young lady’s eyes when she asks him what time it is; 
but the man with the silver watch, the size of a blacking-box, with a 
broken spring, the one that has to be opened with an oyster-knife, pulls 


| it out on the palm of his hand, and shoots it back so quickly that the 


young lady doesn’t see it at all. 





THE FELL DESTROYER. 
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BICYCLE?” 


GUS:—* HELLo! 
~*¢ No; BANANA-SKIN.” 
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IT’S ALL VERY NICE 


TO READ OF THE WONDERFUL ICE FORMATIONS AT NIAGARA FALLS— 
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But WueEn It Comes To HAVING 
DEAL or Its GRANDEUR. 





THEM RIGHT AT HOME, THE THING Loses A GREAT 











THE BABY IN THE CAR. 





“« Ah-ah-ah-ah—w-a-g-h!”’ 

There is 2 baby in the car! 

The old gentleman on the fifth seat, front, 
turns around with the slow exasperation of age, 
and fixes his filmy eyes full upon the scarlet 
face of the infant. His thin lips are slightly 


parted, and an expression of the most intense | 


disgust is stamped upon his parchment-colored 
features. 

“ Uh-uh-uh-uh—a-h—a-h-h /” 

Two drummers spread out their overcoats, 
satchels and newspapers over a section of six 
seats on the pleasant side of the car, and dis- 
appear across the platform, holding tightly to 
their hats in the fierce wind. 

“ Aha-aha-aha—a-h-h!”’ 

“ Drat the baby! Can’t you keep it still ?” 
asks the man in the second seat, front, as he 
throws down his paper ina badly-rumpled con- 
dition, and paces nervously back and forth, 
with his hands in his pockets, between his seat 


_and that occupied by the infant and its mother. 


“ Sh-sh —there — there!” croons the poor 
woman, holding the baby close to her bosom, 
and rocking back and forth: “There, there 
—coo, coo.” 

“ W-a-g-h—w-a-g-h /” 

There is an old maid sitting eight seats in 
advance, on the opposite side of the car. Until 
now she has maintained a profile like a sphynx, 
as her stony eyes ran to and fro across the lines 





of a railroad library edition of the “ History | 


of the Nineteenth Century.”” Suddenly she 
drops the book in her lap, and, turning sharply 
about, fixes her cold, stern gaze, not upon the 
infant’s suffused puff-ball, but upon the pale, 
weary face of the mother. 

There are volumes in that gaze! Were it to 
be translated into full and adequate language, 
it could not be contained in nine portly folios 
of solid agate type. All the bitterness and 
the sweetness of single blessedness; all the 
phariseeism of self-righteous irresponsibility ; 
all the indignation of comfortable indepen- 
dence disturbed by the what-might-have-been- 
expected result of weak sentimentality; all the 





with the blooming infant, and the steel bows 
of her spectacles bristle with steel glances, like 
a couple of quivers full of barbed arrows. 

“ That woman ought to be ashamed of her- 
self!” 

Then one of the drummers returned with an 
orange, which he put into the chubby hands of 
the infant. 

A look of utter astonishment passed into the 
small face, transforming a woful grimace into 
an expression half-way between a peach and a 
twinge of the colic. A solitary tear, which 
had been evolved during the spasm of lament- 
ation, trickled down the puffy cheek, and the 
little nose was already twisted with the ap- 
proach of another cyclone of grief. But the 
orange prevailed. A gleam of uputterable 
satisfaction fell upon the mournful territory of 
the tear—like a sunbeam on a rainy landscape 
—and the baby laughed! 

Then there was great rejoicing in the car. 
The old gentleman went peacefully to sleep; 
the business man resumed his paper; the old 
maid returned to the “Nineteenth Century;” 
and the drummer took the six reserved seats, 
with the blessing of all the passengers on his 
head. PAuL PASsTNOR. 








THE EDITOR’S CALLERS. 





The editor’s life is considerable of a demni- 
tion grind, and yet it has its patches of bright- 
ness. Good old chums will drop in on us and 
liven us up with words of kindly interest ; some- 
times our friends at a distance will send their 
friends to us with letters of introduction; and 
then there are our exchanges—we have them 
always with us. These are the shreds of the 
woof and warp in the web of life that fleck the 
fabric of the editor’s workaday walk in life 
with spots of life. (There seems to be some- 
thing wrong in that last melange, but the reader 
may catch our meaning.) However, be that 
as it may, to come down to business. 

The way in which visitors to newspaper of- 
fices are dismissed summarily, by the briefest 
possible mention in the columns of his paper 
by the editor honored with a call, has been the 


chanticleer-like exultation of triumphant Mary- | subject of very serious consideration with us for 


Walker-ism ; all the meek mulishness of smooth- 


a long time, and we have arrived at the con- 


haired, I-told-you-so, got-the mitten-edness. She | clusion that justice and courtesy demand more 
looks straight at the faded-out little woman | than some such statement as “ Mr. So-and-So, 





of such a place, visited us yesterday; he was 
looking well,” and hereafter we shall endeavor 
to give a resumé of conversations with some of 
our kind friends. 

A day or two since a gentleman whom we 
knew as a boy, but whom we haven’t seen for 
twenty-five years or more, called upon us. He 
had not been with us more than five minutes 
before we remembered perfectly well that we 
had seen him a long time ago. After estab- 
lishing our several identities with great enthu- 
siasm, the conversation flowed naturally and 
easily. 

“Well, how have you been getting on?” 

“ First-rate; how’s everything with you?” 


“Tip top. What’s become of old John 
Brown?” 

“Old John? Oh, he’s dead.” 

“ No!” 

“Yes, Died in—let me see—'long in ’69, 


or, no, in ’70.” 

There was something of a pause right here; 
the fact that “Old John” had been dead 
twelve or thirteen years seemed to rob the sub- 
ject of its interest. 

Time being called, we stepped up to the 
scratch, 

“You're looking well.” 

“Yes, Oh, I hold my own right along. You 
keep hearty, I judge?” 

“Yes, Excuse me a moment.” 

We happened to remember that we wanted 
to finish a column of puffs, after which the con- 
versation was resumed, 

““What’s become of Tom Jones? You re- 
member Tom?” 

“Oh, yes; ‘Tom’s dead.” 

“No!” 

“Yes, Died in ’65.” 

Tom having been dead longer even than 
“Old John,” there didn’t seem to be anything 
more to say about him. 

During the pause that ensued our friend 
seemed to have debated the advisability of go- 
ing, for he broke the silence with: 

“Well, I must be off. Had a few minutes to 
spare. Thought I’d run in on you.” 
“That’s right. Glad you came. 

whenever you are in town.” 

“Well, I will. If you ever get up my way, 
hunt me up.” 

“Oh, I’ll be sure to.” 

“ Good-day.” 

“ Good-day.”—/. C. Getzendanner, in Cincin- 
nati Saturday Night. 


Drop up 





A clever doctor is that Swayne’s Ointment which re- 
moves all affections of the skin. 





. CASTORIA. 
When the milk curdles, baby will cry, 
When fever sets in, baby may die, 
When baby has pains at dead of night, 
Household alarmed, father in a plight; 
Then good mothers learn without delay 
That CASTORIA cures by night and day. 





He talked as if he had a “frog in his throat,’’ but he was only hoarse; 
a — bottle of Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup relieved the trouble at once. 
cents. 
ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sole Manufactory: Belfast, Ireland. 
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PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR ’EIGHTY-THREE. 
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Illumined by the Combined Genius of 
J. Keppler, F. Opper, B. Gillam, F. Graetz, E. S. Bisbee 
and L. F. Schliessbach. 


Literature Laid On by 
Captain Mandeville Blogun, Adolphus Pinkham Boomer, 
Ledonia Bullfidget, H. C. Bunner, T. S. Collier, 
V. Hugo Dusenbury, ?. ?., W. W. Fink, 

A. C. Gordon, Wm. J. Henderson, Walter Learned, 
Julian Magnus, J. Mortimer, R. K. Munkittrick, 
Mashington Nervine, A. H. Oakes, 

Paul Pastnor, Arthur Penn, David L. Proudfit, 
Frank Dempster Sherman, Harold Skimpole, 
B. B. Vallentine, Edward Wick, Alcibiades Zero. 


Over One Hundred Illustrations. 
A Hundred and Twenty Pages Original Reading Matter. 



























































PUCK. 














"MULTUM IN PARVG" 


N camping out in the Yosemite 

Valley, in the Adirondacks, in 
traveling any where and every 
where by Land or Sea—North, 
South, East, or West—it is well 
to have a Bottle of the 


GENUINE 


Binlolwin's GiiNGlERR 


with you. It costs Fifty Cents 


—is not bulky—is the Great 
Stimulant Without Reaction— 
Sustains the Strength when the 
person is exhausted—causes the 
Skin to act well—Counteracts 
the effect of Bad Water—and 
Cures Cramps and Colic, caused 
by eating unripe fruit. 
Remember! Ask for the Gen- 
uine, Old-Fashioned BROWN’S 
GINGER, such as we knew in 
the Nursery. TAKE NO OTHER, 
Remember! There are MANY 
Counterfeits and Imitations. 


FREDERICK BROWN, 


PHILADELPHIA. 

















KEEP’S SHIRTS. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS 
COLLARS, CUFFS, UNDERWEAR, GLOVES, NECK- 
WEAR, HOSIERY, UMBRELLAS, &e., &c. 





Descriptive Circulars, containing samples and directions for 
self-measurements, mailed free. 
Address all letters to headquarters of 


KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


63 ', 633, 635, 637 Broadway, New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor,|; 


ALL NOVELTIES IN FOREIGN AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS, 
FOR OVERCOATINGS, SUITINGS, TROUSERINGS, NOW 5 WOW READY. 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


Samples, with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT, with Fash- 
ion Book, sent free by mail everywhere. Branch stores in all prin- 
cipal cities. 








$66 a week in your own town. Terms and §s5 outfit free. 
Address H. Hatietr & Co., Portland, Maine. 
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CapTaINn PAuL BoynTOn is aiid another 
venturesome undertaking; namely, to float 
down the Colorado River from its source to 
its mouth. In describing his project, the other 
day, he talked so well that a reporter asked 
him why he didn’t enter the lecture field. 

“No, sir,” he answered: “I’ve had enough 
of that. My last experience was at Helena, 
Arkansas, I was forced by the people there, 
on my voyage down the Mississippi, to stop over 
for a lecture. I couldn’t speak in my rubber 
suit. I hadn’t my baggage. ‘The mayor lent 
me his dress-coat and a white handkerchief, 
which he tied very artistically around my neck 
as a cravat. The doctor promised me the 
trousers. He was called off by a patient and 
d.dn’t turn up. The stage was a small one; 
the people were howling. The mayor fixed up 
a table covered so with a red cloth that nothing 
below my waist could be seen. I was forced 
on. I got to talking and was well received. 
When I came to tell about my encounter with 
a shark I became a little excited, forgot about 
my costume, stepped to one side of the table, 
and—well, when the audience yelled with 
laughter I made a bee-line for the green-room, 
and I haven’t lectured since. — Burlington 
Hawkeye. 


THE Enp or Ir.—The climate of Austin has 
a wonderfully invigorating effect on the intel- 
lects of young children. 

“ How many ends has a stick of candy got?” 
asked Billy Smartboy of his father. 

“ Two, of course.” 

“That’s where you are mistaken. I have 
bitten three or four ends off this stick of candy 
and there are two left yet.”—Zexas Siftings. 





*.*Don’t take pills, and other mercurials that 
poison the system, but by using Kidney-Wort re- 
store the natural action of all the organs. Those 
that have used it agree that it is by far the best 
medicine known. Its action is prompt, thorough 
and lasting. 


erase we HALL, 


GRAND CONCERT, 


a BY THE 


“Arion” and “ German cael 


FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE 


SUFFERERS 


BY THE 


INUNDATIONS in CERMANY: 
Tuesday Evening, January 23d, 1883. 


The Gross Receipts will be devoted to this charitable cause. 
Admission, One Dollar. 








Reserved SEATS, at $1.00, also at 50 cents extra, according to 
location, may now be had up to 5 P.M., January 23rd, 1883, 
at G. Schirmer’s Music Store, 35 Union Square; and Con- 
stantin Schmidt’s Stationery Store, 33 Broad Street. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS PUCK, 


THE BIGGEST, THING OU 


$12 a day at home easily made. Costly outfit free. 
$72 fasreos ‘Address , aw. & Co., Augusta, Maine. 











Illustrated Book. 
Sent Free. 
111 Nassau St., N. Y. 
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REPRESENTATIVE MEN. 


(San Francisco Chronicle.) 

Eminent men in all the walks of life, have certified to 
the marvelous pain-curing powers of the article named 
below. Thousands of the leading men of the nation en- 
dorse it, as the greatest pain destroying and healing 
remedy in the world. 

It is a true, tried and trusted friend, ah«e in the house- 
hold, the workshop, on the farm and in the stable. Not 
only in America, but in foreign countries it has proved 
itself to be the safest, surest and cheapest cure for pain. 
For rheumatism, neuralgia, and other painful ailments, 
nothing can compare with it. At the New Zealand In- 
ternational Exhibition, held at Sidney, New South Wales, 
1882, St. Jacobs Oil was awarded the highest prize for 
cures made during the exhibition. Among the distin- 
guished men, in their respective callings, who endorse 
St. Jacobs Oil are: 


Hon. Joun C, New, Asst. Sec'y of the U. S. Treasury. 
Hlon. THOMAS L, JAMES, Ex-Postmaster General of the 
United States. 

Hon. BILta F.int, Life Senator of the Canadian Par- 
liament. 

Hon. Carter H. Harrison, Mayor of Chicago, III. 
Hon. Wonc Doon Hina, Chinese Council General, 
San Francisco, Cal. 

Hon. DANIEL W. VoorueEs, U.S. Senator from Ind. 
GENERAL RuFus INGALLS, Quarter-Master General U.S. 
Army. 

Hon. WM. PINKNEY WuyTE, Mayor of Baltimore, and 
Ex-U. S. Senator. 

THE RIGHT REVEREND BisHop GILMOUR, Cleveland, O. 
Hon. THomas L. YounG, Ex-Governor of Ohio, and 
Ex-Member of Congress. 

Hon. ODEN bowir, President Maryland Jockey Club, 
and Ex-Governor of Maryland. 

Hon. MILTON G, URNER, Member of Congress of Md. 
DANIEL MACE, Champion Double-team Driver of the U.S. 

Com. J. B. COGHLAN, United States Navy. 

Capt. PAUL Boyton, the world-renowned swimmer, 
The emphatic praise of such eminent men, is in itself 

sufficient to convince every one of the marvelous efficacy 

of St. Jacobs Oil. Millions of people in this and other 

countries, have been benefited by this magical compound. 


“The Home Comforter!” 


For. 
HOUSEHOLD ACCIDENTS, 
HOUSEHOLD ACCIDENTS, 
HOUSEHOLD ACCIDENTS, 
HOUSEHOLD ACCIDENTs, 
HOUSEHOLD ACCIDENTS, 


FOR 
SPRAINS AND BRUISES, 
SPRAINS AND BRUISES, 
SPRAINS AND BRUISES, 
SPRAINS AND BRUISES, 
SPRAINS AND BRUISES, 


FOR 
CUTS, BURNS AND SCALDS, 
CUTS, BURNS AND SCALDS, 
CUTS, BURNS AND SCALDS, 
CUTS, BURNS AND SCALDS, 
CUTS. BURNS AND SCALDS, 

FOoOFR, 
SWELLINGS AND SORES, 
SWELLINGS AND SORES, 
SWELLINGS AND SORES, 
SWELLINGS AND SORES, 
SWELLINGS AND SORES, 


USB 
THE GREAT ST. JACOBS OIL, 
THE GREAT ST. JACOBS OIL, 
THE GREAT ST. JACOBS OIL, 
THE GREAT ST. JACOBS OIL, 
THE GREAT ST. JACOBS OIL, 
WEIcCH rs 
THE CONQUEROR OF PAIN. 
THE CONQUEROR OF PAIN, 
THE CONQUEROR OF PAIN. 
THE CONQUEROR OF PAIN. 
THE CONQUEROR OF PAIN, 


St. Jacoss O1 relieves and cures Rheumatism, Neu- 
ralgia, Headache, Toothache, Backache, Sore Throat, 
Quinsy, Swellings, Soreness, Chafings, Eruptions, Inflam- 
mations, Chapped Hands, Corns, Bunions, Frosted Feet 
and Ears, and all Bodily Pains for which an External 
Remedy may be applied. Sold by Druggists everywhere 
at Fifty Cents a Bottle. Directions in Eleven Languages 
accompany every Bottle. = 





THE CHARLES A VOGELER COMPANY 


BALTIMORE, MD., U.S. A. 
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MATCHLESS PIANOS, 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


THE ORGUINETTE 











Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 

STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERY THING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR 

IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 

Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 

operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, a@ Send for Circular 
(a REE Sa SSL NARMS PAE RE SSR A A RTS A 


O77 4. DOLL ESS 


for the Million. 


Tho longest este nt in the World fr 7- the smallest to the largest 
sizein Solid Gold, 8 Bilver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lenten, Ear- 
rings, oe Bracelets, yd = Datens, Studs, etc., at prices in reach 


of all, = Raapeine in Diamonds. 
An octets of Jewelry is _ a suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price ist free. 363 Canal Street, New York. 

















Gentlemen who Smoke should cleanse their teeth daily with 


SOZODONT. 


This aromatic vegetable dentifrice cools and refreshes the mouth, 
Puririgs the Breath, and renders the Teeth Clean and White. 
Sold by Druggists and Perfumers, 


GOLD qi BAKER'S 1878, 


pratt faa 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 








Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. 


$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $5 outfit free. Address 





H. Hatiztr & Co., Portland, Maine. 


IF YOU ARE MARRIED, fnportant atop ‘we son 


send you meer m which you onght to know, and worth $1 Our 16- 
page circular mailed free, Address OciLvis & Co. /63 Rose Street, N. Y. 
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THE Busy Train-Boy. 





How doth the little busy boy 
Improve each traveling hou:; 

And gather money from on the train, 
With all his skill and power. 

How cunningly he makes his sell, 
How innocent he looks; 

And chins the granger—oh, how well, 
And sells him figs and books. 

Who taught the busy boy to chin, 
And run upon the road ? 

When and where did he first begin 
His peanuts to unload ? 


Ah me, it seems he always knew; 
Ere yet the lad was born, 

The newsboy instinct in him grew 
To toot his little horn. 


So, though his books be out of mind, 
His oranges be old, 
Before the day has far declined, 
His little stock is sold. 
—Burlington Hawkeye. 


A Banp of Train Robbers having conducted 
an Extensive Financial Operation with the 
Passengers upon an Express Train, and de- 
parted, the plundered Passengers did not fail 
loudly to lament their loss; the most vehement 
in his Complaint of the Insecurity of Property 
in the Lawless Far West being a Railroad 
Magnate, who was making a Tour of Inspec- 
tion over the Railroad that he had just Stolen 
from its Stockholders, 

MoraLt—Two of a Trade can Never Agree. 
—G. T. Lanigan, in Drakes Magazine. 


A TRAVELER in British Guiana mixed some 
sap from an india-rubber tree with rum and 
drank it. He died shortly afterward, and a 
rural debating society in that country is try- 
ing to decide whether it was the rum or the 
sap that killed him.—orris/own Herald, 

When you go home late, take a bottle of German Corn Re 
mover to your wife and it will make her happy. 25 cts. 
Is there a person living who ever saw a case of ague, billious- 


ness, nervousness or neuralgia, or any di of the ly 
liver or kidneys that Hop Bitters will not cure? 








SANFORD’S RADICAL. CURE, 


The Great American Balsam 
of Witch Hazel, American gg me 
an Fir, Marigold, Clover Blossom, etc., 
For the Immediate Relief and Permanent Cure of 
every form of Catarrh, from a Simple Head Cold or 
Influenza to the Loss of Smell, Taste, and Hearing, 
Cough, Bronchitis, and Incipient Consumption. 
Relief in five minutes in’any and every case. Noth- 
ing like it. Grateful, fragrant, ——. Cure 
begins from first application, and is rapid, radical, 
permanent, and never failing. 
One bottle Radical Cure, one Box Catarrhal Sol- 
vent and Sanford’s Inhaler, aliin one package, of 
sts for $1. Ask for SanForD’s RaDICAaL 
KS & POTTER, Boston. 

















AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerdoms: 900 BROADWAY ,Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 





' A nice fitting shoe often makes a ote foot, but it needs Ger- 
man Corn Remover to make it comfortable, 





The most efficacious stimulants to excite the appetite are An. 
gostura Bitters, prepared by Doctor J. G. B. Siegert & 
Sons. Beware of counterfzits. Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the genuine article. 


GERMAN LIEDERKRANZ, 


380th ANNUAL 


Masquerade Ball, 
ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 


MONDAY, FEBRUARY 5th, 1883. 
Tickets $10, admitting gentleman and one lady (additional ladies’ 
ticket ta) ce can A had, by introduction, of the following gentlemen: 
VEM YER, 748 sth Avenue, 
NTONIG, — Broadway (Basement). 
‘MIL UNGER, “ Park Place. 
PAUL GOEPEL, Y. Staatszeitung. 
OHN VON GLAHN. 36 Chambers Street. 
OUIS KAEMMERER, 108 Grand Street. 
RICHARD ADAMS, 495 Broadway. 
CHAS. go ge 907 Broadway. 
H. C. F. KOCH, Corner 20th Street and 6th Avenue. 
Boxes and Tickets of WILLIAM STEINWAY, 11z East r4th 
a CONSTANTIN SCHMIDT, 33 Broad Street; and LIE- 
RKRANZ HALL, r11—119 East's th Street. 


THE CHARITY BALL of 1883 


WILL TAKE PLACE AT THE 


Academy of Music on Thursday, Jan. 25th 


under the usual management. 


JUST OUT: 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 


Price 25 Cents. 














DECKER’S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHEOCES, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 
BRUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 
COMP. IVORY MFG. CO. 


251 Centre St. 
Send for the Jumbo Catalogue, 


mm Flesh Gloves and Belts, 


5 6. For wet or dry use. hly 
recommended by the Matec 

hie Profession for imparting a Natu- 

ral Vigor to the Nervous System, 

for Strengthening Weak Limbs, 

and for the Prevention and relief 














: of Gout, Rheumatism, Neural- 
a, etc. These are much more 
handy and used to better advantage than the crash towel. Price 
of Gloves, 75 cents, $1 00, $1.95 per pair. 
Flesh Pads, each, wn $2.50, 83,00. 
“« Pads, *“ $1.25, $1.50. 

The above goods are all of this year’s importation, and by the 
best French and English makers. We have the largest assort- 
ment of any house in the world. Our new catalogue of 192 pazes, 
800 illustrations, by mail, 10 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 
126—130 Nassau Street, New York. 
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CONTENTS 


PUCK’S ANNUA 


FOR 


1883. 


Dedication to Hon. Secor Robeson. 
His Remarks on a Job—V. Hugo Dusenbury, P. P. 
Jan. [Poland.] JuL. [Switzerland.] 
Humor for January. Humor for July. 
Fes. ([France.] Auc. [China.] 
Humor for Februay. Humor for August. 
MAR. [Englan¢ |} Sept. [Egypt.] 
Humor for March. Humor for September. 


Apt. [Spain.] Ocr. [lItaly.] 
Humor for April. Humor for October. 

May. [United States.] Nov. [America.] 
Humor for May. Humor for November. 

Jun. [urkey.] Dec. [Russia.] 





Humor for June. Humor for December. 

Love’s Message—Poem—¥. Mortimer. 

Sausage Architecture. Its Origin and Progress. 

He Had Been to Kandahar. A Simple Ballad by a 
Simpleton—Poem—Acibiades Zero. 

The Bradford Barber. A Hair Cut and a Shave—Zd- 
ward Wick. 

A Remarkable Postal Lay—Poem—W. C., Altoona. 

The Pinaforic Visitor—Poem—2&. A. J. 

Weighing the Baby. 

At Early Morn—Poem—Fno. Smith's Son, Aged 42. 

*¢ Toujours-Jamais ”—Poem—A. C. Gordon. 

A Tale of Old New York. The Origin of Knickerbocker 
. Aristocracy.—Mashington Nervine. 

The Duel. A Wild, Weird, Fleshly Tale—7. S.C. 

The Hand of Time. 

A Bracelet-—Poem—Frank Deimpster Sherman. 

The Poet and the Conscientious Editor—A. H. Oakes. 

The Reason Why—Poem—AZ. Z, V. 

The Automatic Dog. A Clear Case for Mr. Henry 
Bergh’s S. P. C. A.—Ledonia Bullfidget. 

The Barefoot Boy—Poem—2. K. Munkittrick. 

The Quogue Music Festival. Extracts from the Official 
Prosramme.— W. $. Henderson. 

Life and Character, From a Doggy’s Point of View— 
Poem—David L. Proudfit. 

The Electric Mule. A ‘Tale of Science. 

Whitsunday Vespers. Ex Pede—? — Poem — Harold 
Skimpole. 

Puck’s Pantheon of Prominent Politicians and Popular 
Professional People, 

The Blizzard and the Boom. A Chenee Dialogue Be- 
tween Two Popular Favorites Just Arrived Amongst 
Us—Poem—Arthur Penn. 

The Accidental Hack—Fulian Magnus. 

Serenade. [Written After Attending the Opera.]—Poem 

- —W.W. Fink. 

Vere De Vere Vaughan; or, The Viscount Victim. A 
Variegated Tale of Vice and Virtue— Captain Mande- 
ville Blogun. 

An Episode. And an Excellent Reason Therefor—Poem 
— Walter Learned. 

An Ancient Roman Picnic. How It Ended. 

The First Snowfall, the Kear Window and the Poet’s 
Parallel—Poem—H. C. Bunner. 

The Invalid’s Eden. 

The Old Maid’s Sister. 
HT. C. Dodge. 

Aimless People— Paul Pastnor. 


Price, 25 Cents. 


Geo, B, Cluett, Bro, & Co's 
Larest Crown  Covtar, 


HeiGurt in Front, 2%. 
HeiGut 1n Back, 1%. 
SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS, 


A lover’ Curse— Poem — 
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| PORTLOSSIE 











JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


S38 Bd aS 


OLOBrALL DEALERS THRovUGHoOU rT Ine WORLO, 
GOLONMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 
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**DAR’S One Mo-e Ribber for to Cross” and roo other 
Saaies aoe s at Ball.ds, words and music, all for 16c. 
+ 47 Barclay Street, New York. 
SERED & CO., a7 Basciay Stree, Wow York 
Ask your 
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MepicaL Irem.—‘ Are you going to attend 
the funeral of Mrs. Beldry?” asked Gilhooly 
of one of the most popular doctors in Austin, 
whu replied that he was not going to the fun- 
eral, 

“ But you were the attending physician and 
friend of the family.” 

“T know that, but I have so much practice 
that I have not got time to attend the funerals 
of my patients. It is only young doctors, just 
starting out, that have time to go to the funerals 
of their patients.” —Zexas Sifings. 


WHEN one of our war vessels reaches Wash- 
ington from a point a few hundred miles dis- 
tant the fact is telegraphed all ovgr the country. 
That a Government war vessel should reach 
Washington safely, after a voyage of a few 
hundred miles, seems to be regarded as a re- 
markable achievement.—Aorristown Herald, 


A PHILADELPHIA preacher caught redeliver- 
ing his sermon of the Sunday before explained 
that he only wanted to see if any of the con- 
gregation were sufficiently awake to notice it. 
The congregation dropped the subject.—Phila- 
delphia News. 


As matters are going in this country just 
now, we think seriously of obtaining pensions 
for the chairs of our office, as many of them 
have lost a leg in the service.—LZowell Citizen. 





*Thousands of ladies cherish grateful remem- 
brances of the help derived from the use of Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. 


THE AUTOPHONE. 


For Grown People and Children. 
THE FINEST AND CHEAPEST AUTOMATIC MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENT EVER OFFERED. 

This Instrument, containing 22 Notes 
(6m: re than is contained i+ any other 
like instrument), is unequalled for dura- 
bility, power and sweetness of tone. 

Larger sizes for House, Lodge and 
Chapel, cont in 32 Notes. 

Send for Circular and Catalogue of 

usic. 


The Autophone Co., 


ITHACA, N. Y. 
CANVASSERS WANTED. 











STERBROOK’S PENS. 
ALL THE POPULAR STYLES, 








$5 to $20 Bey Boer SP Sa™ © fren. Adtoens 


THEISS’ 8 guusic HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
6 Kast 14th 
R- .. the acadewy of — 


CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING, 





for Large Illustrated Catal 





f ™—, 
Rifles, Shot Guns, Revolvers, sent c. o. 4. for examinatoon. 





I have a positiveree 
medy for the above dis- 
ease ; by its use thous- 
ands of cases of the 


worst kind and of longstanding have been cured. Indeed, so strong 
is ny faith in its Tern that I ell send TWO BOTTLES FREE E, to- 
gether with a VALUABLE ee a on this disease, to any suffer- 
er. Give Express & P.O. address DR.T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N.¥. 


can now grasp a fortune. Out- 
fit worth $10 free. Address E. @. 
RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay St., N. Y. 


Send five 3-cent stamps for new set of 
, = orted Cards. ‘“‘ UMBRELLA.” 
HITING, 50 Nassau St., New York. 
The Costis Trifiing. Circular Free. 


[ RUBY’S ROYAL GILDING 
N. ¥. Chem’! Mfg. Co., 3 E. 4th St., N.Y 











Gilds Frames, Ornaments, Furniture, &c. 
Sold by all Paint Dealers and Druggists. 








USEFUL IN EVERY HOUSE. 
Send ~~ x. c. stamps for beautiful new 
CARDS set of CHROM (0 CARDS and Price List. 
WHITING, so Nassau St., N. Y. 








pint Your Own eres¥ 0, 






pleasure, money-making, young or old. arene 
sesy: printed instructions. Send 2 stamps for Cata- 
logue of Presses, Type, Cards, &c., to the factory, 


KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn. 





ae = ye 
eateswoumne 149—155 E. 14th ‘Street, N. Y. 


NGOSTURA 


BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

A exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
— all disorders of the Digestive 
ooyene. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
Re gne, and to all summ:+ drinks. 
ped it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist for 
= Gane article, manufactured 
J. G. B. SLEGERT & 




















a» J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, N=W YORK. 


B OKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


Send one, two, three or five do! 
lars for a retail box, by express, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 
in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address C.F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


AOUEBER) UH AY. SS): 


WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You Can Buy A WuHoLe 
5 per cent. Imp. Austrian 1004, 
GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Issue of 1860, 

These bonds are guaranteed by the Imperial Government of 
Austria, and bear interest at the rate of 5 per cent. per annum, 
pazete semi-monthly. 

‘hey are redeemed in two drawings annually, in which 100 
large premiums of 


60,000, 10,000, 5,000, 


etc., florins are drawn, 
EK very Austrian 5 percent. 100 florin bond, which does not draw 
one of the larger premiums, must be redeemed with at least 


120 Fiorins, 


as there age no d/anks, and every bond must draw something. 

The next drawing takes place on the 

Ist of February, 1883, 

and every bond bought of us on or before the rst of Febuary is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. Country orders, sent in registered letters and enclosing $5, 
will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 

For orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


No, 150 Broadway, N. Y, City, 
. (Established in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 


AMERICAN 
Star 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKi S|, ps RE- BEST 
AND MOST’RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
GEnuINE ONLY IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Ask your Druggist for them; take no other. 
VICTOR F. MAUGER, General Agent, 
Factory: 110 Reade St., New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


A oe, en A 
HE PRINTING I SK used on this publication, te 
manufactured by «a2 Hos. HM. MORRILL & Cr 
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MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN LITH 23-25 WA 


KELLY’S “MAN FRIDAY.” 
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OFFICE OF “®VCK 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 
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